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H ffcorriucMT. mx r aiit mtmn twmvwcj j

H jrCJrrld Jim" Borden, who derives his
B quoted narao from an .nfrr' rod birth- -

anarlc on the back oi his right band, la
B About to bo released from prison after
B paving hJs third term. It Is a matter of

iilitory that ona membr of every geaera- -
B Jiaa of th Bordao family has ban brandl A with the Kd Clrclo birthmark and that

member baa always been a criminal. Jim
nd hi wayward ion. Ted Borden, u

I thft only known llrlns representatives of
the Borden, kin. Max Lamar, a dotedlre.
II dctflUcd to fccop an eye on ''Circle Jim."
XTuce, Travis and hor mother, member of

B Jth Wealthy art. "who ore Interested In thi
B reform of meet Borden aer he

U relcoMd. "Circle JUn" catches his son
in th art of stealing'. Beollxtn that his

B family is a menoco to society, no enters
jehe bedroom wcare Tad la eleeptnr and

JJ jcurn on. tha gas. MeanwhlU, Lamar
j Thances npon. an odergTound paaiajte
j wh4r "Clroto Jim" has taken refuge and
l Jh a fleht. Jim La killed. "Th last of th

H Sordons and the nd of th Bed Circle."
Ays Lamar. But the next day he Is as- -

JJ fottndtd by the tight, of a woman's hand
JJJJJJJ Atrtsld a ourtalned automobile, showing

Jl Ihe Bed Orel cm thn white flesh Lamar
1JJJJJJU scribbles down the number on tho license

H SECOND INSTALLMENT, :

H jSPIIY THE POORl";

H fU-lcrZ- , Urinp in n. forest full of rab- -

H jfjitfl, id likely to grow fat. George
H Grant dwelt In a community of human
H pabbtts, men who needed money and
H Hfreded it bo badly that they were
Hl hre'ady to pay any price to get It. Grant
H (dld not grow fat on their need. But
H this, bank account did.
H ' He T?&e the city's moot prosperous
Bl loin, broker, which meant he waB al- -

Lr Y4 JVrt VrtAr TiAArMAea Iaih
B flhfirk. His office were forever crowd- -

B ed with needy clients. H1b big desk
B (was full of tabulated pigeonholes.
H 'And every pigeonhole was stacked
B jfwtth. a pltooua array of promissory
H Holes, of mortgages, of sight drafts,
B Wnd similar sorry documents.
H One day It was the same that Max

H Dramar caught his fleeting glance of
the Red Clrclo on a woman's white

H oi&nd, as a cloBed automobllo whizzed
H past him George Grant got up from
B jthts famous desk in hlB private office.--

B .stretched his lean arms lazily, an?
went Into the adjoining room where

his capacious steol vault.rtood the vault and switching on
j .the electric light, ho began to search

.through the tiers of compartments
jalong the rear wall. Tho paper he

B 'wanted was not easy to find, and his
H ficarch continued for several minutes.

LAt last, he discovered what he
Consulting tho document, he

Hl cnade one or two notes from it on the
Hl b&Ck of an envelope; then switched
Hl bfl tho light and turned to leave the

Vault.
Hj i But, instead of the sunshine from
H the office beyond, ho faced black dark- -

H beBH. The Yault door had been shut.
H So silently had it closed that, en- -

H iSrosBod in hia search, ha had not ob--

h served It was no longer open.
H i Grant pushed against the steel door.
H It did not yield to the pressure. It had
H 'been shut tight.

H Grant drew in a deep breath and
H 'fthoutcd at the top of his lungs. Tho
H Vault resounded deafeningly to his bel- -

H jlow. But the thick walls absorbed tho

H . Turning back into the vault and
H Witching on tho light once more, ho
H tpulled out a Bteol cashbox from itsH Compartment and, using it as a bludg--

H eon, began to hammor with dosperate
H !force on the unyielding door, punctu- -

H iatlng his blows with shouts for holp,
H After an interminable time, a clerk

H John Saals by name who chanced
H to pass through the adjoining room,

BBH BS8$YfifffBHB :BWiV

BBBB HKAjiyvM" BlHBgMiMBfBBHBMBP

bbH B8yjjftTKLsHBeBa-?- i

LBLV BBBBLHHtSeBBBBBH!iti

H iaBBfWWBMBfMMBWWKK2f

LbbH V t"3 Th Ve,,ed wf"an.
H KlQee to the vault, heard a muffled tap--
m Ping and pausod to investigate. He
H failed the caehler, who alone of theH amployeoa, know the vault's combl- -

H nation. The wholo office forco gath- -

H .red inquisitively around the cashier
H as ho unlocked and threw open the
H door. Out reeled Grant.H "Who did that!" ho sputtered,
H .hoarsely, "What fool shut that door on1 ae! Speak up, or I'll flro the whole
H Vorthleas bunch. Who did it?"
H There was a confused mumbling
H Yrom the scared employees. Grant's
H Fratlika oyos searched every face. Us
M '.reed there nothing but blank bewilder- -

H tnent.
H 8tlll shaky in the knees from hi

scare, ho slumped into hl6 desk choir.
But, suddenly, as If the chair were up-

holstered with hornet-sting- ho leaped
to his feet again, with a yell that
brought his employees in tho outer
offices crowding wonderlngly to the
door.

Papers wero scattered In every di-

rection; and drawers and pigeonholes
were open and empty! Feverishly,
Grant looked from pigeonhole to pig-

eonhole.
Every last one of them had been

ransacked; and every document had
been stolen from them!

"Gleaned out!" croaked Grant, daz-
edly. "Hobbedl I've I've been
robbed!"

"Which of you has been in this room
In tho last half hour?" he asked, as
unconcernedly as ho could forco, his
dry throat to voice the query.

For a moment no one answered.
Then Saals timidly volunteered:

"I was In here, sir, about twenty
minutes ago, Maybe twenty-fiv- e min-
utes or"

"What in blazes were you doing in
hero?"

"I just stepped inside the door, sir,"
quavered Saals, "to show in the lady."

"The lady?" snapped Grant, "What
lady?"

"Why, why, the lady who had the
appointment with you, sir. She said
she'd met you in the hall and you'd
told her to wait In your own office.
She"

"I haven't met any woman in the
hall " rinlri Rranf "tWirl T AtAn't- toll
anyone to wait here for me. What
was her name?"

"She Bhe didn't say, sir. I sup-
posed "

"Young or old?" demanded Grant.
"I I don't know, sir. She "
"You wall-eye- d Idiot!" roared Grant,

"d' ye mean to tell me you haven't
senso enough to know whether a wom-
an is young or old?"

"Not whon she's all swathed up In
a heavy black veil, like that lady, sir,"
answered Saals, "and with a big,
loose, black coat that hides her fig-

ure."
"I seen her. Mr. Grant," shrilled the

office boy. "I didn't see her come In.
But I seen her go out. 'Bout five min-
utes ago, It was. She had a bunch of
papers she was carryln'."

Grant waited to hear no more.
Snatching his hat, he sprinted for tho
street.

Ha had left his automobile at tho
curb in front of his office.

Half way across tho pavement Grant
halted, mouth ajar. The car was not
there. Neither was the chauffeur

George Grant turned In rage upon
tho building's special policeman who
was standing in front of the entrance.

"Blake!" he demanded, "where in
blazes 16 my car? I told Garvico to
stay here till I camo out. Did you
move him on?"

"Mo?" said 'the policeman. "No,.
Indeed. Someone clBe'dld, though.
'Bout five minutes back. A woman "

"A woman?"
"In a long black coat and a black

veil."
He summoned a passing taxi and

tumbled aboard.
"Police headquarters!" ho com-

manded.

Chief of Police Allen was always
glad to see his former subordinate,
Mai Lamar. For a decado the two
had been close friends. So it was
with a nod of real welcome and a jolly
word of greeting that ho hailed Max,
as the latter came excitedly into his
office at about the time George Grant
was boarding the taxicab.

"What's up. Max?" asked the chief,
noting his friend's unwonted haste
and perturbation.

"Everything's up," put in Lamar.
"The Red Circle, among other things."

"Tho Red Circle?" echoed Allen.
"Why, man. the Red Circle's wiped
off the books, for keeps."

"Not Ms.' It 'was.' It's back again."
"What are you talking about? 'Clr-

clo Jim Borden's dead. So Is his son.
Who else is left?"

"A woman."
'A woman? What woman?"

j "I don't know."
"Jim left no. daughter. Hin wife..

died, yearB ago. You're dreaming.
You've worked on this 'Red Circle'
game so long, you'r daffy over it."

"Am I?" retorted Lamar. Ten min-
utes ago I saw the Red Circle. Saw it
as plain as I see you. A woman 'waB
sitting in a limousine. Her right hand
was resting on the window le'dge And
ahe'd taken off her glove. There,-o-
the back of her hand was the Red
Circle Before I could look any closer
the car had speeded up and chuggod
out of sight. I took it3 number. juBt
as it disappeared in a llttlo hurrlcano
of gasollno smoke and yellow dust
Let me look orer your state auto-- j

license numbers."
"licre you aro," said Allen, produc-

ing the book.
Unceremoniously a man pushed his

way past tho doorkeeper and lnto'the
hallowed room at the chief of police.

"Chief!" burst out Grant, without
so much as returning tho other's salu-
tation. "I've been robbed! Whll I

xas in my vault just now, the door
I was shut on mo and a lot of notes of

people who owe me money were stolen
out of my desk.

"My clerk says ho saw a veiled wom-
an go Into my office. She was seen
coming out again with a handful of
documents bound up in a rubber band.
And When l went down to my car," he
continued in mounting excitement,
"sho'd stolen that, too. And my chauf-
feur."

"What was the number?" asked tho
chief, taking out a pencil and draw'
lng a scratch-pa- d toward him.

"The number of my car? It was
126,694."

"The deuce it was!" cried Lamar,
dropping tho licence book and strid-
ing forward. Lamar produced a card
and handed It to Chief Allen.

"That s the number 1 jotted down."
he said. "The numbor of the car with,
tho Red Clrclo woman in It."

"126,694!" road the chief.
"What's that? What's that?" de-

manded Grant eagerly.
Brusquely he snatched the card from

the chief. It slipped from his awk-
ward fingers as he grasped it, and fell
to the floor beneath the window sill.

Grant stooped to pick it up. As ho
rose, his gaze foil on the busy street
Just outside, with its hurrying traf-
fic on sidewalk and asphalt. At the
same momont a big automobile wrig-
gled out of a vehicle-ja- and flashed
past tho window. Grant gavo ono in- -'

credulous look, then bawled:
"There's my car! Thero it is, now!

' See?"
"Como on!" exclaimed tho chief as

ho bolted from the room with Lamar
and Grant at his heels.

At the outer entrance of police head-
quarters a motor-cycl- e policeman was
dismounting.

"Follow that car!" ordered tho chief.
"That limousine there. The number's
126.C94. Got It!" In tho alley at the
sido of police headquarters a depart-
mental automobile was awaiting. The
chief gavo a swift command to its
drowsing chauffeur, then jumped into
the tonnoau, Lamar and Grant piling
in after him.

Some time later, they had come to
a Jarring standstill alongside the au- -

the the

ing near the ontrance of a small park
The chauffeur was in his seat, uncon-
cerned, as though in front of his own
employer's door.

Lamar and tho chief tumbled out of
their car beforo It had fairly stopped;
and they ran at top speed toward the
captured limousine.

The tonneau of tho limousine was
empty!

Grant was dancing in fury and shak-
ing his fist at his mildly surprised
chauffeur.

"What d'yo mean by it?" he
shrieked. "What'n blazes d'ye mean
by It, Garvice?"

The chauffeur had been fumbling In
hiB pocket. Now ho produced a card,
and Bullenly handed it to his employ-
er.

"There's your own orders," hb
growled.

Lamar, glancing over Grant's Bhoul-de- r,

saw the card was George Grant's
own; and that on It, abovo the name,
was scrawled in pencil:

O. K. Take bearer where she
wishes.

"Well I'll be I'll sputtered
the bewildered Grant.

"Where is she? What became of
her?" demanded Lamar.

"Which way did she go?" persisted
Lamar.

"Down that path to the left Funny
buslneps, 1 call It, to "

had already started in the
direction the chauffeur pointed out;
and tho chief and Grant ranged along-
side of him as he strode along.

"We'll look this path to tho
end." suggested tho chief, "And then
wo'll spparato and quarter the whole
park for her. She may have left the
park at the far side.''

But the veiled woman in black had
not loft tho park. She had merely
left tho park path and had crept Into
the shrubbery.

She sped along like a black wraith;
noisoless, furtive, uncanny. Once she
raised her right hand to part somo
bushes that barred her wny. Tho '

hand was small, white, infinitely grace-- 'ful in contour. But on its back)
throbbed an angry crimson scar; out-- 'lined like an Irregular ring.

Through the high she crept;
and into a tiny hemmed in by
shrabbory. There she halted. Deftly

she slipped out of tho shapelessly en-

veloping black coat. The coat was
lined with white The woman's
dress also was snow white. With
quick skill, she proceeded to fold the
coat inside out, in such way that no
portion of the black was visible. Then
she draped it carelessly over her
white-sleeve- arm.

Raising both hands to her head, she
undid the thick black voll. took It off,
rolled It into a ball and tossed It Into
tho bushes.

A black-cla- d woman, shrouded In
an impenetrable veil, had entered the
thicket. Lcbs than a minute later, a
girl In white dross and white toque
and carrying on her arm a white wrap,
emerged upon the farther path, and
sauntered In leisurely fashion toward
the park's opposite entrance.

Onco. she glanced nervously at the
back of her right hand. But at once
her frown of apprehension cleared
away. The Red Clrclo had again bo-co-

invisible.
Lamar, hastening along tho path,

with Grant and the chiof, aaw a beau-
tiful girl, all In white, coming toward
him around a bend In tho walk. At
a glance he recognized her.

"Miss Travis!" ho exclaimed, clasp-
ing the white hand ahe held out to
him. "This iB good I didn't
know this-par- was a favorite walk
of yours."

"Oh, but it is!" laughed June, '1
love iL It's so quiet and pretty. But
1 didn't expect to find a busy detective
wandering dreamily about in it. I
thought detectives were always " j

"Crime specialist, please, MIsb Tra-
vis," Interrupted Lamar. "That is, if
you don't mind. If you knew how I
hate that word, 'detective !'"

Sho become awaro of his compan-
ions, who stood a pace or two distant,
fuming at the delay.

"I won't detain you, Mr. Crime Spe-
cialist." she said, gayly; adding, as
aho moved away. "But, don't forget,
you promised to call and tell me about
your work."

"Did you suppose I could forget it?"
he made answer. "And may I call
tomorrow aftornoon' Are you going
to be at home'"

"Why, yes. Please come then.

jThe Office Force Crovded Around While Cashier Unlocked Vault.
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luck!

When June reached her own home,
hor mother and Mary (her old nurse)
were on the veranda. She hurried
past them with scarce a word and
went straight to her own room. There,
from the front of her dress, she drew
out a sheaf of papers fastened with
a rubber band. The uppermost paper
of the package was an official form,
filled in with ink. It read:

June 12, 1915.
Seven days from date, or June 19,

I promise to pay George Grant ten
dollars ($10), as first Installment on
my loan of ene hundred dollars ($100),
plus Interest at the rate of 10 per cent
a week. Total payment due, $20.

(Signed) John L. Peterson.
June TraviB fingers rifled the sheaf.

Most of the papers were of much the
same nature as was the first, and for
varying sums, at exorbitant Interest.
Each document was mute witness to
a talo of poverty and of the greody
advantage Grant had taken of such
poverty.

Gathering up the papers, June went
into her sitting room, placed a chair
in front of a typewriter and began to
lap away at tho keys. For a full hour
ebe ivrote a bare half-doze- n linen on
each sheet addressing an envelope
for each.

nriAi ..,. it: . - . .iviluuul wMLius iu put on ner nat she
ran downstairs and out ot the house
by a rear door, to a nearby mail-box- .

In this she posted her stack of letters,
and made her way back to her sitting
room, unnoticed. After which, she
onco more picked up the documents
stolen from George Grant's desk;
crumpled them Into a ball; set a match
to them; held thorn until they were
ablaze; and tossed them Into the fire-
place.

"There goes a sheaf of heartaches!"
he sighed. "Oh. If only all poverty

could be destroyed as easily !"

Mary, June's nurse, was more a
member of the Travis family than a
servant. She had lived with Mrs.
Travis since long before June was
born; she had comforted the stricken
wife when her husband died; she had
loved June from the day of the win-
some girl's birth.

Early next morning, while she
was putting the sitting room to rights,
Mary chauced to see half a charred

pleco of paper lying on the hearth.
(Sho picked it up. On the unburnod
half of the paper, she read:

Seven days from date, or to pay
JSeorge Grant ten third Installment on
my loan of fifty plua Interest at the
rate per week. Total payment due
$16 Signed Jos. Bro

Mary puzzled ovor tho fragment in
stark perplexity. To her, it meant
'nothing. And she could not under-
stand how her darling should have J

happened to poaBoss such a thing or
why she had tried to burn it. But aB j

she placed tho morning newspaper on
the table, for June, a few minutes
later, tho old woman's gaze fell on
these Btaring hoadllnos:
VEILED WOMAN IN BLACK

R0B3 LOAN BROKER GRANT
Notes of Clients, Owing Money, Are

Missing Thief "Borrows" Vic-

tim's Auto and Escapes.
Mary let tho newspaper fall to tho

floor from her inert hand. Again she
examined the charred note. And now
she knew what It was.

a

Mr. Georgo Grant had come late to
his office that morning. He was In ths
sort of humor that makes a poisonous
snake bito itself and die. i

There was but one gleam of comfort'
in Grant's sour heart this bright morn-
ing. And that was his belief that the
men whoso names were signed to tho
missing documents would not know of
the theft. I

Tho task of bluffing these poor delln-- l
quents promised to be absurdly easy.

And presently, as he sat morbidly
gloating over such scenes, Grant's first
opportunity came. A name was brought
In to him. Joseph Brown had called,
begging for a word alone with him.
Grant smiled happily

"Tell him to come in," said Grant,
gleefully, as the caller was announced

Brown came Into the inner office, clad I

in his working clothes. Generally on '

such visits, he paused at the threshold .

and meekly waited his master's leave I

to advance toward the desk.
But today he walked confidently up

to Grant, his tanned face one broad
grin. Without troubling to say "Good
morning," h handed Grant a folded
letter. Thon:

"That's all," he remarked, "Bye-bye- ,

you Blimy old money-spide- r. I'm out of
your dirty net for keeps."

He turned and swaggered out of the
room before the astounded Grant could
so much as swear at him. The letter
was typewritten and very brief. It
ran:

Mr. Joseph Brown: The notes
which you gave George Grant for a
loan at outrageous Interest rates have
been destroyed. Therefore, your debt
Is cancelled.

One Who Pities the Poor.
Grant was still raging, wordlessly,

When Saals came in to announce one
John Poterson; an elderly, stoop shoul-
dered man, who entered on the heels
of his announcer.

"Mr. Grant." said the old man, offer-
ing the loan broker a letter, "This
came by the morning mail. I thought
it was only fair to show it to you."

Grant, his eyes blurred with fury,
was barely able to note that this let-
ter was a typewriter duplicate of
Brown's.

"It's it's a lie!" he stormed. "A
trick! I have your notes safe in my
desk here."

"I will take that chance, Mr. Grant,"
replied the old man, turning to go.

The loan broker lurched dizzily to
his feet. Just then Saals intruded
again.

"Mr. Grant," said tho clerk, "there's
seven or eight more people in the out-
er office; all of them with type-

written letters from "
"Kick them out!" howled Grant.
In five minutes, he was bustling into

a downtown office whoso outer door-glas-s

bore the legend:
"Max Lamar, crime specialist."
"Mr. Lamar," began Grant as soon

as he could get his breath. "That
veiled woman has cinched her theft
by this and this " slamming the
Brown and Poterson letters on the
desk in front of Max, "and by a lot
more of the same kind. Get her for
me. Get her. To blazes with the ex-

pense! Get her!"

June Travis emerged from her bed-
room, heavy-eye- d from sleeplessness,
and, in pretty negligee, entered hor !

sitting room. Mary was standing
there, awaiting her. June, as she had
done since babyhood, went over to
kiss the old woman good morning.
Then, and only then, did sho notice
that Mary made no move to meet her
aB she came forward; that she did not (

apeak, and that her face was blank j

with grief. I

"Why. Jdary!" cried the girl, "what j

Is it? What's the matter? Is mot-
her?"

Mary cut short the queries by I

thrusting forward the charred promis-
sory note.

"This is the matter," she said grim-
ly. "Dearie, you must tell me what it
means."

June stifled a little cry of fear; then
impulsively snatched tho burnt paper
from the nurse's hand and made as j

though to hide it.
"Tell me. dearie," murmured the old

woman. "Tell me all about it. You
are unhappy and you've gotten Into
mischief. Tell Mary, HtUe girl."

"I think I've gone mad," said June.
"I can't understand Itany other way.
1 can't account, any pthcr way, for
the fearful power that has taken hold
of me, from time to time, this past
day or two.

"It began Just the other day," ahe
whispered. "All in a flash. You re-

member, I told you about my going to
the prison with mother, the day 'Cir-

cle' Jim Borden was released and
the way h repulsed me when I spoke
to him?"

"Yes! Yes!" assented Mary, her

lined fflco palin? and an unaccount-abl- e

shudder convulsing her alenaor
old body.

"Well." resumed June, "just few

hours after I left tho prison, all at
onco I had tho atrangost sensation. It

seemed to start In my brain and go all
over mo. It was as if something had
Bnappod, In my soul. I can't explain

it. And the strangest impulses came
mind. I I f11Burging through my

llko a criminal!"
"Dearie!" ""

"I did. I felt as a criminal must
feel. I felt a craving to commit
crime; a lovo for its porils, a hideout

t
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Mary Was Standing There, Awaiting
Her.

crafty wit at escaping the law's pun-

ishment. It was it waB "
"Llttlo girl! Llttlo girl!" soothed

Mary, aa a sob choked Juno's hushed
voice.

"It's true," persisted June, miser-
ably. "I am a criminal. Listen: I
had heard from so many poor people
about George Grant and the way he
bled them, that I had always hated
the man. I had longed o rescue some
of his miserable victims the people
he kept poor by wringing outrageous
interest money from thom. But I nev-- '
er had thought it would bo in my pow-
er to do it.

"Then, in a moment, when this
queer criminal impulse attacked me,
I saw how I could punish George
Grant and free some of his slaves.
It came to me as an inspiration. I
put on my black motor coat tha
white-line- d one there in the closet
and a black veil. I went to his office
and managed to get in. He waB In
tho vault I shut the vault door. Then I
rummaged through his desk; got all
the notes I could lay my hands on and
camo away."

"Oh!" gasped Mary.
"Then," pursued Juno, "the same

strange impulse made me scribble on
one of his cards on the desk an order
to his chauffeur. I made him take me
away in Mr. Grant's car. I knew If 1

went on foot I might be traced."
"Oh, my dear!" My dear!" moaned

the horrified old woman. "And you
did all this? You, the sweet, honest
little girl I"

"Yes," sobbed June, "Isn't it hor-
rible? I can't understand it any more
than you can, now that the mania has
left me. It is a3 though some stranger
had done It. I can't realize it was I.
Wrhy, I stole I lied I forged I, June
Travis who have always been so In-
tolerant when I heard of other people
being tempted to do such things.
Mary! Tell me; what am I to do?"

Her voice broke in a wail. She
sobbed uncontrollably on her nurse's
breast. The old woman, dumfounded,
grief-stricke- sought nevertheless to
calm her as best she could.

"We must never tell anyone," de-
creed Mary at last. "Not a soul on
earth. We muBt keep it a Becret, Just
between us two. I'd give my life,
dearie, sooner than let any harm como
to you. And It shan't, Mary'll pro-to-

her llttlo girl. But If other folks
should suspect "

"And," broke In June, "I haven't told
jw ....v. wioi. jjou ui it, yet.

"Is is there more?" quivered Mary.
"Oh, don't say there's worao yet!"

"There iB," June returned. "That
day that day when I felt something
snap In my noul. I felt a burning sen-
sation on the back of my right hand.
I looked and oh, it has come andgone, there, off and on, over since! Itis like some hideous birthmark. Itisn't there this morning, but "

She looked at the back of her hand,
s sho spoke; and cried aloud in sud-

den despair.
"It's there again!" she wept. "See?

And I had hoped It had gone away for-
ever."

She held up her right hand. On itssnowy surface glowed a crimson ring
liko an evil star. At sight ot it, Mary'
sprang to her feet in mortal fright

"The Red Circle!" babbled the 'old
woman, her voice hoarao and indis-tinct with horror. "The Red Circle'After all these years! The Red Cir-cle! Oh. God. holp us! God. help ti8all! The curse! The Red Circle'"(END OF SECOND INSTALLMENT)

Dushn Farnum 111.

H Ihistin Farnum. llio Pallas-Para- -

H mount star, recently passed
H through the first serious illness heH 3ias ever experienced. For five
H dajs he was confined to his bed
H Sn Jiis Jiome in Los Angeles with.1

malignant tonsilitis and feu- - that
many days not a morsel of food
passed his lips. His throat was so
swollen and raw that he could not
even swallow water or take soup
or any liquid nourishment.

Mr. Farnum lost fifteen pounds
IhrougbJiis-illness.- . and. that effect

was all the pleasure he derived
frani, his siege except tor the loud-
ness of friends who wcrcverv at-
tentive.

'I am nearly back to those
happy juvenile days." he said Ht
the studio on his first visit.ashc
folded his coat arouud, liini to

show his slender figure and how
amply the garment fit himIf you
have some nice juvenile part you
would like played by a young
fellow, just hand it over' before
thai weight comes back."'

Mr Farnum was expected to
make the trip with others to a

I ranch of 289,000 acres near Sani
Diego, where 50,000 head of cattll
roam, for the filming of scenes in
"Bon Blair." the latest Pallas-Paramou-

Pictures prodution.
Read the Classified Ads.

oo
Read the Classified Ads. 4 Read the Classified Ads E"cad the Classified Ad. jf

WORTHY SENTIMENT
'lwish."saidDubblcigh,ashe

read certain excuses made by cer- -

tain red-hande- d malefactors in asection 0f the world that
not identify other than byVyin
that it jyas "somewhero in Befgium," "that good oldlloxuer was

alive tod ay.' 'BF
What for- - to write aff cnic " iW

queried Bingletop. W
''Pic ?rnthiuS'" retorted Dub- -

Srel" Smit thc bIoomh ji,
" 'IMr

SfRHERBERTTREElS J

NEW FILM CAPTURE :

i

London, Eug. Announcment j

has just been made of the engage- -

ment to be signed by Sir Herbert.
Beerbohm Tree, the lessee of His
Majesty's Theatre, by which the
Triangle Film Corporation of New j j

York will, be enabled to market j

films for its sorvice depicting
plays in which the English actor
will appear, Sir Herbert sails for I

New York within a month's time
and on his arrival there will at-

tach his signature to the papers by
which he will obligate "himself for
a period of thirty weeks.

The sum to be paid the actor
kuicrht is said to be one of the
largest ever offered to a dramatic I
star, cash in excess of $100,000 be- - i
ing the remuneration agreed up- - l

on. On his arrival in America Sir
Herbert will decide whether he is ;

j

to enter at once upon his motion. j

picture activities, or fill a com- - j

paratively short theatrical en- -
j

gagement in a few of the larger ) .

cities of the United States. The j,

plays m which hr is to appear will
be produced under the supcrvi- - j

sion of David AY. Griffith, the
producer of the spectacle," The
Birth of a Nation," now running j

in London. Tt is said that one of j

the initial presentation will be J

Shakespeare's "Tempest." which j
j

will offer exceptional opportuni- - j

ties from a film standpoint, and at j

the same time give Sir Herbert
Tree full scope for liis artistic j

talent. . '
j

The contract with Sir Herbert i
j

Beerbohm Tree has been" tenta-
tively arranged as described
above, the negotiations having j

been conducted bv Mr. T. McKeon
on behalf of Mr. Griffith. The
whole matter has ' been put j

through by cable, and Sir Herbert
Tree has signified his readiness
to sign the contracts immediately
upon his arrival in New York.
May Appear in "The Tempest"

IMr. McKeon. in discussing the
arrangement with the English l

actor, said : 1
"Nothing much can be said I

save that on behalf of Mr. Griffith
I entered into negotiations with i
Sir Herbert, making him a de- - ';
finite proposition to appear in
such plays as might be mutually '.&

agreeable for a period of thirty
weeks. In two messages the sum
agreed upon was arrived at, and
the decision to complete Hie con-
tract on his arrival in New York
agreed upon.

"AYhile the London report men-
tions "The Tempest' I have no
personal knowledge that this will
be a part, of Mr. Griffith s plans.
I think no one but himself has
any accurate idea of the type of
production that he will invite
Sir Herbert Tree to appear in.
Obviously, an arrangement of
such character as this, where two &
men of such importance are con- - 1
cerned, must leave much for de- - ',(
cision upon the ground, and at a ta
time when the plans are actually fife'

in preparation. The importance ifo
of the- - engagement can hardly be M
over-rate- d, in my estimation." and B
I am quite sure the patrons of 5
high class motion picture drama ' a
ill all parts of the world will vel- i

come this opportunity of seeing
the great Englishman in such roles
as lie is best suited to, and in
which, perhaps, he has already
appeared upon the stage to such
advantage."

Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree's J

engagement is now being classed
as of vital importance to the wel- - 5

fare of the motion picture indus-
try, as indicative of the tvpe of
presentation the Triangle" Film
Corporation is offering its patrons , 11
in all parts of the world. AYhile '11
is has not been contended that a -- IBgreat stage star is necessarily a Igreat screen actor, the fact of his jfl
presence in such environment and
the advertising value it gives to Ithe release in which he will ap- - I

I pear must of necessity have an Ielevating effect upon film drama '
as viewed from the public's stand- - i

poini, in the opinion or men ac Icustomed t0 thr judging of artis- -

tic values. Tt is understood that W
the fine Arts Studio stock com- - Ipany is to support Sir Herberl '' Iand tha, if -- Tempest" is done ftLillian Cnsh and Mary Marsh will tg
appear prominently iQ ti,e femin- -

' tme roles.
n i;I

MAKE IT EVEN f W
A street car inspector was i ?watching the work of a new con- - I uductor. "Here. Foley," he said, fill
how is this? You have ten pas- - l Ksengers and only nine fares have I P--

becn rung up." t K"'
"Is that soV asked Foley, f KJ hen. turning to

be yelled. 'There's1,van too f R
majiy on this car. Git out, wan IBof yez. Bh


